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Ralph White 1930s-2006 
Walter Vater 


Berry ss Shore ects 
was located on Route 146. This 
market was owned and operated by 
Mrs. Mildred Berry. This later 
grew to more of a conplex when a 


gas station and garaye were 


1962 
Cleve's Mobile Motor Service 
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Capt. Pickering 
THE FRANKLIN NEWS 
BUDGET 


DEATH OF AMOS D. CROOKS 
A WELL KNOWN AND 
RESPECTED CITIZEN. 1902 


WAS A PARTISAN OF 
THOMAS W. DORR 


Reportor Branch Officce 
Franklin, Mass. Aug 25 Amos 
D. Crooks, a well- known, and 
respected resident of Belling- 
ham. died at his home Saturday 
evening of old age, aged 87. 
Amos Darling Crooks 
was a son of Jeremiah Crooks 
and Annie (Anna) Durfee who 
originally came from Cape Cod 
During the latter part of the ee 
century. Amos Durfee, was 
born in the old Crooks Tavern, 
which was torn down some 
time ago to make room for the 
present Crooks home- stead.at 
what is known as Crooks 
Corners.. The house is a perfect 
storehouse of relics that 
represent thr stirring times 
during the Dorr war and also 
many of them recall the past 
history of Bellingham... When a 
boy of 18 years, Amos lived with 
his parents at the old tavern, 
and at that time the Dorrites 
and Algerites were making 
things lively in Rhode Island. 
Young Amos took an active part 
in the affair, so far as the town 
of Bellingham was concerned. 
He was behid the door when 
the Algerines came to the old 
tavern looking for Dorrites, and 
one Ben Darling, whom they 


thought was secreted in the old 
place and they set about to 
break in the door, behind which 
was Darling, a notorious Dorrite 
and so sure were the Algerines 
that he was inside that the 
house was surrounded and 
afterwards thoroughly 
searched. The older Crooks 
sent Amos on horseback to 
notify Capt. A.C. Pickering , who 
was the first selectman of the 
town, and also captiain of the 
malitia company, and told him 
that the Angelines had crossed 
the line into Massachusetts and 
had surrounded his father’s 
house.. Capt. Pickering sent 
Amos for a Mr. Bates, another 
selectman, who had a fast 
horse, and both both Bates and 
Pickering drove rapidly to 
Boston and acqainted the 
goverenor who came to town 
and a special | town meeting 
was hurridly called, and the 
governor addressed the people, 
and a militia company was left 
in Bellingham to prevent the 
Algerines from coming across 
the line from Woonsocket 

The Bellingham company 
patrolled the streets to prevent 
an invasion, The Dorrites were 
encamped on Acote’s Hill, at 
Chepachet, and they also had a 
man from Mendon imprisoned, 
and kept him at their camp for 
three or four days. Young 
Crooks on his return home 
heard a band playing in 
Woonsocket and though sure 
thet the Algerines were 
marching on the town and like 
Paul Revere, he at once gave 
the alarm among the 


ininhabitants and the militia... 
It was at this time that martial 
law was proclaimed in Rhode 
island and the Massachusetts 
border. That section was the 
scene of some liverly times. Mr. 
Crooks, although advanced in 
years, talked interestedly of the 
incidents that surrounded his 
boyhood days, and his memory 
for one so far advanced in years 
was acute and sharp. He was 
familiar in Bellingham and was 
well and favorably known 
hereabout. The funeral will . 
He eaves a grown The funeral 
will take place Tuesday. He 
leaves a grown-up up family. 


Memories by Carleton Patrick 


In the 20’s and 30’s if you could afford to own a 
car, one of things you encountered was getting 
it to start, especially on really cold days. 


In the old days | can remember the older folks 
telling about setting the hand throttle. You also 
had to remember that the distributor could 
advance when the battery was weak. You could 
also use the crank to turn the engine over and 
Start the car. Just make sure the car was in 
neutral in case it started in gear so you didn’t 
get run over. When using the crank make sure 
you didn’t grab it with a full fist. Always have 
your thumb in the palm of your hand, otherwise 
if it kicked back with your hand wrapped around 
the crank you could end up with a broken 
thumb or worse. 


Cars in those days were all standard shift with a 
clutch and six volt batteries. In the winter time 
you needed to have a crank or a good neighbor 
who would volunteer to give your cara push. If 
you lived on a hill you could park your car at the 
top at night and hope that in the morning you 
could roll down the hill and jump start the car. 


My folks always had a car until the depression. 
Then we had very little money so my folks put it 
in the garage and us youngsters would go sit in 
it and make believe we were ona ride. It wasa 
Studebaker touring car. Along came WWII and 
my folks decided to give the car up for scrap 
metal. Some fellows came along and cut it all 
up for the metal. What a sorry site! 


They had trolley cars, as they called them in 
those days. They went right by the front of our 
house. The area was known as the Four 
Corners. It was called that because the trolley 
Cars all met there from four different directions. 
They came from Franklin, Milford, Woonsocket 


and Medway. | think the cost of most rides was 
10 or 15 cents. 


A couple of incidents | saw or heard when | was 
in business | still remember. One day | saw this 
young fellow who lived across from my garage, 
out in his yard. He was in his car and drove back 
and forth in his Ford for 10 or 15 minutes. 
When | saw him again, | asked “What was that 
performance for?” He said he had put 
antifreeze in his radiator and was mixing it up. 


A couple who were customers of mine came 
into the garage one day with this story to tell. 

In those days cars only had 6 volt batteries and 
lots of mornings the battery was too weak to 
start your car. The solution to this problem was 
to give the car a push from behind with another 
car, if the bumpers lined up. The man told his 
wife what to do and he was to give her a push 
with his car. They started down Route 126 with 
him pushing her in his car. After a while her car 
started so she waved to him that she was all set 
and he waved back. A little further along she 
thought he didn’t see her wave so she waved 
back. She then looked and he was still following 
her so she stopped and said to him “Didn’t you 
see me wave that | was all set?” “Yes”, he 
said.” but our bumpers had locked together.” 
He was trying to get her to stop so they could 
unhook. 


1927 Chevrolet 
successful competitor of Model T 


POEMS AND JINGLES 


Rhyming words and setting words to music are 
time honored teaching techniques. Perhaps 
you can remember singing the abc song as 
toddlers, learning the Books of the Bible set to a 
catchy tune in Sunday School, or learning the 
states alphabetically in the 4th or 5" grade. In 
Junior High and High School we often were 
required to memorize famous speeches. Do 
you remember the Gettysburg Address, some 
Shakesperean soliloquies, or if you are a little 
younger you might have learned Martin Luther 
King’s famous” | Have a Dream” speech. 


lf you go back in time far enough you will 
discover that often children learned to read, to 
memorize, and to recite at a very young age. 
Bible Stories, Mother Goose, The Brothers 
Grimm and Fairy Tales were our bedtime 
stories. Later we learned silly jingles, poems, or 
sayings to be said as we jumped rope. 


Here are a few old poems that some of our 
Senior Citizens will enjoy. Perhaps they will 
inspire you to pass these and others along to 
your grandchildren and great grandchildren. 


Happy Memories! Let me know if you have 
other favorites. M.M. 


Lady Bug 
Lady Bug, lady bug, fly away. Shoo! 
Your house is on fire 
Your children are all gone 
All but one who’s name is Ann 


She crawled under the frying pan. 


JAYBIRD 
A Jay bird sat on a hickory limb 
He winked at me and | winked at him 
And | up with a stone and hit him in the shin 


And said he, “old fella, don’t do that again! 


Wake Up! 
A birdie with a yellow bill 
Hopped upon my window sill 
Cocked his shiny head and said, 
Ain’t you ‘shamed, you sleepy head. 
Mrs. Tally 
Mrs. Tally, my Aunt Sally 
Lives down Shin Bone Alley, 
Name on the gate, number on the door 
Right next door to the grocery store. 
Pussy Cat 


Pussy Cat, Pussy cat 


Where have you been? 
I’ve been to London 

To visit the queen. 

Pussy cat, Pussy cat, 
What did thou do there? 

| frightened a little mouse 


Under her chair. 


Mystery Solved! 


One of life’s great mysteries has finally been 
solved! Over the years my children, 
grandchildren, and now my great grand- 
children have occasionally asked “Why does a 
doughnut have a hole in the middle?” At the 
Historical Museum today | came across an old 
newspaper article asking that very same 
question. | want to share with you this valuable 
information just in case you also need an 
answer to this thought provoking question. 
Unfortunately the newspaper source and date 
is unknown but the article was written by 
Michael Laskey. The following information is 
taken from that long ago newspaper article. 


A couple of stories have surfaced over the years 
regarding this perplexing problem. One story 
was that a sea captain invented the hole so he 
could stack his doughnuts on the spokes of the 
ship’s wheel. An equally unbelievable story has 
it that an Indian shot an arrow through a fried 
cake while it was being cooked by a Pilgrim 
woman and the hole — in- the-center idea 
caught on. (Editor’s note) Although interesting, 
| think we can categorize these as myths or old 
wives tales. 


There is one story that has come down through 
the years that seems as though it might have a 
ribbon of truth flowing through it. This story 
was passed down by Steven Fortlouis of the Mr. 
Donut chain. 


“The doughnut hole was invented in 1847 by a 
fifteen year old boy who was watching his 
mother make fried cakes. 


The boy, Hanson Gregory, complained to his 
mother that the center of her fried cakes were 
always soggy. He then began poking the 
centers out of the cakes before his mother fried 


them. When Hanson and his mother sampled 
the cakes with the holes in the center, they 
were astonished at how much better they 
tasted. Soon everyone in town was cutting 
holes in their fried cakes.” According to 
Fortlouis there is a bronze plaque by the house 
where Hanson lived in Rockport, Maine. The 
plaque reads “In commemoration — this is the 
birthplace of Capt. Hanson Gregory who first 
invented the hole in 1847.” 


If you are traveling this summer near Rockport, 
Maine please check it out for me. It would be 
good to settle this dilemma once and for all. 
M.M. 


Vestella Burr Daniels was born in Bellingham on 
March 16, 1899 and died in Milford on February 
15, 1968. She was the daughter of William 
Aaron Burr and Alice Almira (Chilson) Burr. She 
married Lester Samuel Daniels of Somerville, 
MA on August 30, 1910. They had three 
children, Warren, Doris, and Alice. 


Vestella was a piano teacher, an organist, a 
member of the Mendon Historical Society and a 
librarian in Mendon. She and her husband 
Lester are buried in Swan Lake Cemetery, 
Mendon, MA. 


Her memories of growing up in Bellingham are 
printed on the next page. (M.M.) 


Childhood Recollections 
by 
Vestella Burr Daniels 


We lived on a farm in South Bellingham, in 
Peter’s River Valley when | was a child. We 
were three miles from the Center, and used to 
drive there with a horse and buggy. My father 
and mother took me to Sunday School at the 
Baptist Church every Sunday. Afterwards, we 
sometimes visited my grandparents, the Seneca 
Burrs. 


Allie Whitney was my Sunday School teacher 
and we girls liked her very much. One text she 
impressed upon me was “Be Kind” . The Sunday 
School concerts we gave were always well 
prepared, with plenty of songs, and we 
thoroughly enjoyed them. One Children’s Day 
Concert stands out in my memory above all 
others. As we entered the church we were 
greeted by many songbirds in cages, hung along 
the balconies on each side, placed there by 
teachers and parents. Many plants and flowers 
decorated the platform. It seemed truly 
heavenly. 


Memorial Day was a very important day in our 
young lives. We were transported in barges 
from our schools to the Town Hall where 
exercises were held. Songs by the different 
schools and poems were recited by selected 
students. Then we were escorted to the 
Soldier’s Monument by veterans of the Civil 
War to place flowers there. 


When | was nine years old | began taking music 
lessons of Miss Sadie Billings, and we drove 
there. By the time | was twelve years old | was 
driving myself. One summer afternoon, on my 
way home, just as we started up a hill | saw rain 
pouring down at the top of the hill. We were at 


the driveway of a house with an empty shed 
near it, so | said to Fanny, the horse, “ Let’s get 
in under that shed and not get wet in the 
shower.” We did, and after the shower was 
over we backed out and continued on our way 
home. 


One big day at the end of each summer was the 
Bellingham Grange Fair. All kinds of vegetables 
grown on the farms, and flowers, cooking and 
sewing by the farmers’ wives were brought in to 
be judged for prizes. 


There was a big round tent in the middle of the 
Common, a clam chowder dinner was served. 
Carroll White, on a big white horse, was Master 
of Ceremonies and directed games, etc. The big 
chestnut tree offered shade on the Common. 


One feature of the afternoon was the “greased 
pig” race. The pig was well greased and let 
loose in a field while several young men chased 
it trying to catch it. The wild chase caused 
merriment among the onlookers. 


Time passed and | was persuaded in my teens 
to teach the Beginner’s Class in Sunday School. 
One little girl in that class stands out in my 
memory. She always knew the Golden Text 
and could answer any question in the lesson. 
Her name is Esther Haskard, and she became a 
Methodist minister. 


My last service to the Baptist Church was to 
play the church organ a couple of years before | 
was married and moved to a new home. 


= 


The Good Old Days 


Many years ago, children used to go outside to 
( play and use their imaginations. 


Here is Earl Vater sitting on the front steps of 
~ his family store. This fearless cowboy must have been 
- protecting the store from the Indians. 


Here are some boys from Margaret Drown’s 
class in North Bellingham playing a game of Leap Frog in 
the 1930’s. Pictured are: Walter Nadolny, Daniel Brun, 
Warren Lakeman, Edmund Darling, and Joseph 


Mishalowski. 
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A Recent Discovery! 


Recently we came across this coloring book at 
the Historical Museum. Included within its 
pages are several drawings of historic places in 
town. Judging by the cover, it was perhaps put 
together for the nation’s Bi-Centennial 
celebration. Can anyone identify this booklet 
and give us some information? | know there is 
great story behind this interesting finished 
product. The drawings were all done by the 
Barns children. 


PASS IT ON 


SOMEBODY’S MOTHER 
The woman was old and ragged and gray 


And bent with the chill of the Winter’s day. 


The streets were wet with a recent snow 
The woman’s feet were aged and slow. 
She stood at the crossing and waited long 


Alone, uncared for, amid the throng 
Of human beings who passed her by 
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye. 
Down the street, with laughter and shout, 
Glad in the freedom of “school let out” 
Came the boys like a flock of sheep 
Hailing the snow piled white and deep. 
Past the woman so old and gray 


Hastened the children on their way. 

Nor offered a helping hand to her- 

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir 

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’ feet 
Should crowd her in the slippery street 


At last came one of the merry troop, 
The gayest laddie of all the group; 
He paused beside her and whispered low, 
“W’ll help you cross, if you wish to go”. 
Her aged hand on his strong young arm 
She placed, and so without hurt or harm, 
He guided the trembling feet along, 
Proud that his own were firm and strong. 


Then back again to his friends he went, 

His young heart happy and well content. 
She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know, 
For all she’s aged and poor and slow 
And | hope some fellow will lend a hand 
To help my mother, you understand, 

“If ever she’s poor and old and gray. 
When her own dear boy is far away” 

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head 


In her home that night, and the prayer she said was 
“God be kind to the noble boy,who is somebody’s 
son, and pride and joy!” 

Elizabeth Akers Allen 


On occasion we are the recipient of a very kind deed 
from some very special person. This person may or 
may not know you. In this new column we would like 
to feature your stories about kindesses 
unexpectantly passed on to you. (Editorial Staff) 


Stories from a Bellingham resident 


Last fall, when | was coming through Buzzard Bay, | 
stopped for lunch at a small diner. | sat at the 
counter beside a high school aged boy and his 

mother and father. They were going to a football 
game where the son would soon be playing. | did not 
see them again, but when | went to pay for my meal, 
the waitress said that the family | had been speaking 
with had already paid my bill. 


A second act of kindness happened at a local grocery 
store in Bellingham. | had just taken a cart and 
started toward the first aisle when | saw a woman 
carrying a bouquet of flowers walking toward me. 
She said” Today is my mother’s birthday. She cannot 
be with me so | want you to have this bouquet.” The 
flowers were very pretty. Her words caught me so 
off guard that | could not think what to say except 
“thank you” several times. 

It is now my responsibility to pass on an act of 
kindness. No one will check on me except my own 
conscience and | know | will think of this kind lady 
every day. 

Can you imagine what this world would be like if we 
all passed on kind deeds? 


Please send us your stories to be included in future 
editions of the Crimpville Comments. Acts of 
kindness go on all around us every day. Take notice, 
remember, and 
Pass It On. 
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THANK YOU 


The Historical Commission thanks 
the following individuals for their 
financial and/or family heirloom 
Aonations. 


MEMORIAL GIFTS 

Judy Cox 

William and Barbara Eltzroth 
CHARRONN Tree Services 
Crooks Family 
Jeannette Desalvio 
Big Y Super MARKET 
Larry Pearson 
Neil and Mary Decasse 
Melan_ de jony Doiron 


Carlton Patrick 


OTHER DONATION 
Ruth Dore Sweezey (Penny) 
Larry Lovering — Two books 
Jean Roy - Wedding Dress 


June Merrik - check 
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SAVE THE DATE 


Each year the Bellingham Historical 
Commission sponsors Appreciation Day. It is a 
time to pay special tribute to those residents 95 
and older. We will also give honor to 
Bellingham’s two living retired generals from 
the United States Armed Services and our State 
Heroine Deborah Samson. 


You won’t want to miss this historic day. 


What? Bellingham Historical 
Appreciation Day 


When? Sunday, June 2, 2019at 3:30 pm 


Where? Bellingham Senior Center 


Call Photo/Myrna Fe Simonson 


The Bellinghent: ‘Historical Commission named Daniel G. 
Weston, left, of Upton as this year’s honoree for Historic 


Appreciation. Day. With... Weston is Ernest Taft of the 
Historical Commission. : 


The Bellingham Historical Museum is a 
repository for artifacts, documents, 
photographs, and personal collections that help 
others to envision and understand the lifestyle 
and concerns of the citizens of Bellingham since 
the incorporation in 1719. 


Current members of the Historical Commission 
are: Chairperson Marcia Crooks, Secretary 
Priscilla Compton, members Robert Donahue, 
Bill Eltzroth, Margaret Maxwell, Carlton Patrick, 
and Franco Tocchi. 


The Crimpville Comments are published and 
distributed four times a year by the 
Commission. We are always looking for 
Original poems, stories, and pictures of 
Bellingham to include. Please drop your 
contributions off at the Museum or mail them 
to: 

Bellingham Historical Commission 

3 Common Street 

Bellingham, MA 02019 


We would love to hear from you. 


The museum is open to the public on Tuesdays 
from 9:00am to 1:00pm and the first Sunday of 


every month (excluding holidays) from 1:00 pm. 


- 4:00 p.m. and by appointment. (508-966- 
5838) 


Please visit the display of antique household 
items at the Bellingham Library in honor of the 


300" anniversary of Bellingham. 


The Editorial Staff 
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The Friendly Things 
Avuthor Unknown 
Oh, it’s just the little homely things, 
The unobtrusive, friendly things, 
The “Won't-you-let-me-help-you" things 
That make our pathway light. 


The “Laugh-with-me-it’s-funny” things 
And it’s the jolly, joking things, 

The “Never-mind-the-trouble” things, 
That make the world seem bright. 


For all the countless famous things 
The wondrous record-breaking things, 
These “never-can-be-equaled”’ things 
That all the papers cite. 


Are not the little human things, 

The “everyday encountered” things, 
The “just-because-I-like-you”’ things, 
That make us happy quite. 


So here's to all the little things, 

The “'done-and-then-forgotten” things, 
Those “oh-it's-simply-nothing" things 
That make life worth the fight. 


Lookin’ ror News 
With you away so far 
wud keeps me thinking every day 


xf wonderin’ how you are 


“And write a lye or two 


« get some news from you. 
Secu : £0 


1914 post card 


i: makes me kind of lonesome like 


So if you'll take your pen in hand 


Lm sure PU feel much better when 


lw Memortum 


Denise C. (Beqnoche) Arcand Helat Picara 
Robert). Arp Sr. Jennie B. Jastrzembskt) Rademsky 
Susan Bariteau Muyrtel (Perreault) Rhodes 
Alfred Boucher Jr. Germaine D. (Benjamin) Remillard 
Mary C. (Thtebault) Burr Paula (Chapdetlane) Rooney 
MaryL. (Coleccht) Bouree Kart Sanchez 
Lenore dejony Colletto (BHS 1942) Kandy Slowey 
Laurent A. Dalpe James Smalls 
Jeanne A. (Barthele) Desauluiers Laura Woodman (Lemar) Strojng 
Alfred L. Ducharme Cecile M. (Lariviere) Usenta 
Elizabeth Fraine Estelle C. (Plante) Violette 
Clifford Fuller A Lifetime of Love 
Bruce C. Holmes I met her in the bloom of spring 
hia Gee When sunshine paints the flowers 
I trembled lest I lose her 
Vasilichia (Mazaracht) Lavigne And sunshine change to showers 
Marton Loztinskt I asked her would she ride with me 


I was going out her way. 


Bonala Lussier She looked at me from those blue 


Willis Martin III eyes, 
Leda Emil y Masse And then I heard her say “thank 
; ; you” 
Deborah C. (Lewis) MurZycrt I helped her in the buggyAnd she 
Charlotte Oliver was by my side; 
ida Parker For 60 years we were on that ride 
And she was always by my side. 
Jettrey Parker (written by ).€. Garduer on the 


death of his wife) 
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